FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
not pay visits until we had got into clean clothes, we
succeeded in getting rid of him. Actually we were afraid of
being treated as suspects, and hurried on, passed inside the
crenellated walls of Yarkand and through tortuous streets,
till we came to the aksakaPs residence. It was a house that
kept itself to itself, calm and cool; there was a basin on a
table in a water-closet. I wanted to take a rest of two or
three days at Yarkand and get back some strength. What
with the heat, which prevented us from eating properly, and
the magnesian water, which did not suit us, not to speak of
the fact that at night I had been devoured by parasites, I
felt at the end of my reserves and little inclined to hurry
off sight-seeing in the town or to call on the Swedish mis-
sionaries. And I made no bones about telling Peter what I
thought of people who travelled too fast and took no time
to learn anything about anything. But Peter was crazy to
get on as quickly as possible.
The aksakal was a tall, serious man with an intelligent
face. He was of Tibetan origin and had been to Lhasa.
The Indian Government had conferred a decoration on him
for saving the lives of Europeans during the recent civil wars.
The Europeans included the missionaries, whom, inci-
dentally, we were not to see, as they were away in the moun-
tains for the summer. He addressed me, Indian fashion, as
Mem Sahib. A robust Turki with a blond beard was pre-
sented to us as Aurel Stein's interpreter. His name was Musa
Ahun and he showed us a "West-End watch/' with an
inscription expressing Stein's appreciation of his services.
(Unfortunately for us he had no English. He was an inter-
preter in Turki, Chinese and Persian.)
At the aksakal's we took the liberty of tampering with the
Khotan post and reading Mr. Moldovack's Times. We
learned from it that England was in mourning for Lawrence
of Arabia. I find that I entered another piece of information
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